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and then stopped. I don't think I am quite satisfied with it.
I doubt if I have got the right tone. I may begin it again.
The finally corrected proofs of Harris's book on Shakspere *
reached me. I have read a quarter of the book since dinner,
My previous impression of it is deepened. The thing is masterful
and masterly.
After lunch I was certainly a little depressed about my play.
I painted from 1.15 to 3, not very well. Then read an exceed-
ingly fine leader ia the Nation on the situation in Spain. Then
tea. After tea I went for a walk in the forest, beyond the rail-
way. It rained as I started. A close autumn day, with a wild
sky and the forest streaming. The sun set in a sea of gold
light. Crimson lay about, both in East and West. Ivoiy clouds
showing beyond the ragged edges of grey or sepia clouds. I was
out for if hours, and while walking, with constant interruptions
for controlling the dog, I wrote 14 lines of my poem on Fon-
talnebleau.
Wednesday, October 6th.
Not quite satisfied with the 'key' of the opening of "The
Honeymoon ", I decided to begin it again. But I had a head-
ache and a creative malaise this morning, and couldn't work
easily. I sat down, and then at once got up and went out for
a walk to the Point de Vue de Calvaire. Exquisitely brilliant
morning. I thought I would exchange morning with afternoon.
So I read my Taine finishing the 3rd voL of the " Revolution ".
And I carried a water-colour a stage further. But I couldn't
begin to work after lunch either. I said I would have tea early
and work after tea.
Then there came an extremely enthusiastic letter from George
H. Doran, the American publisher of " The Old Wives' Tale ",
expressing deep admiration etc, and asking the * honour * etc.
of publishing other books. He said he had sold 2 editions of
1,000 each and was now ordering plates (of his own I suppose)
for another edition. This produced a disturbance in me. I had
to answer it, and send it with a copy of my answer, to Pinker.
At 4.15 I did at last begin on the play. I re-wrote the first
scene and made it much better. Then the dog was lost, and I
went out to find him, and found and castigated him.
1" The Man Shakespeare jmd Jus Tragic Life Story ", by Frank Harris.
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